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less, she stayed on, and had her coffee with the rest.
When she got back to her room, she began examining
all her clothes and grimly set aside some stockings to be
mended. Then she remembered something.
"Can I come in?" said Miss Morrison. "Hello, Mat-
field, what on earth are you doing? Something desperate,
by the look of you."
"Hello, Morrison. I was only throwing something
away/' she replied, closing the window. Somewhere out
there was a cheap imitation of a wedding ring.
Miss Morrison, who was wearing bedroom slippers,
contrived to shuffle elegantly—for she never quite lost
her slim elegance—into the room, and hoisted herself on
to the bottom of the bed, resting her back against the
wall, "Oh, by the way," she cried, "you oughtn't to be
here. Weren't you going away for the week-end?"
"I was," said Miss Matfield shortly, hanging a dress
up, "but I changed my mind."
"Good!"' And that was all Miss Morrison had to say
about that. It was one of her virtues, as Miss Matfield
had begun to notice, that she did not ask questions when
they were obviously unwelcome, made no attempt,
except in fun, to nose things out of you. Most girls at
the Burpenfield, if you were on room-visiting terms with
them, did not allow you to have any private life of your
own. "I ought- to have gone out to-night/' Miss
Morrison continued, in her usual languid manner, "but
I can't bother to. I feel foul. I never remember feeling
more completely foul, except when I've had 'flu or some-
thing like that. I'd go and see a doctor only I can't
afford to, and then again I disapprove of the way we
females run after doctors and worship them. Cadnam's
just been raving to me about some doctor she's just been

